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such behaviour. Yet, that day when they were
caught in a storm, and they ran in the wood and
had to spend the time under a tree 1 What joy
they had, he singing and his companions listening!
What exquisitely happy days they were!....

-He put his experience into a book and pub-
lished it and it brought him such fame! Even
later, this is what had happened to him. He
stated in books the experiences through which
he passed and these brought him name and fame
and an ever-widening circle of readers and friends.
He had derived joy in writing and the world
had derived joy in reading. How many thousands
had read his works and felt delighted! And among
them the young Grand-Duke, who later made him
his prime minister. Later in life, Napoleon; and
then Byron, Scott, Carlyle. Ah, these English
are a great people for admiring what is great in
literature. They are privileged to own such great
men as these three. If they were not great and
privileged, how could they have Shakespeare
among them ?

Goethe's stupor deepened; his thought ceased
to flow as thought and congealed into dream. The
poet saw, sitting opposite to him, a person whom he
did not know. It was an Englishman. His face
was long and so was the nose ; and the eyes were